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They spent the whole night playing cards. The
Vicomte made an effort to lose in order to exorcise
ill-luck, a thing which M. Vezou turned to his own
advantage. At last, at the first streak of dawn, Cisy,
who could stand it no longer, sank down on the
green cloth, and was soon plunged in sleep, which
was disturbed by unpleasant dreams.
If courage, however, consists in wishing to get
the better of one's own weakness, the Vicomte was
courageous, for in the presence of his seconds, who
came to seek him, he stiffened himself up with all
the strength he could command, vanity making him
realise that to attempt to draw back now would de-
stroy him. M. de Comaing congratulated him on his
good appearance.
But, on the way, the jolting of the cab and the
heat of the morning sun made him languish. His
energy gave way again. He could not even distin-
guish any longer where they were. The Baron
amused himself by increasing his terror, talking about
the "corpse/' and of the way they meant to get
back clandestinely to the city. Joseph gave the re-
joinder; both, considering the affair ridiculous, were
certain that it would be settled.
Cisy kept his head on his breast; he lifted it up
slowly, and drew attention to the fact that they had
not taken a doctor with them.
"Tis needless," said the Baron.
"Then there's no danger?"
Joseph answered in a grave tone:
"Let us hofre so!"
And nobody in the carriage made any further remark.
At ten minutes past seven they arrived in front of
the Maillot gate. Frederick and his seconds were